GROWTH

Along the sunny street
Stretched limes in line,
Cut about and. pruned,
Yet still divine:
For, something in their life
Reflected noine.

Above each bleeding bough

Trembled a sheaf

Of shinntmering emeralds

Beyond belief:

The leaves upon the trees

Hid all their grief!

Oh, blessed miracle!

For no\v I kne^v

"Why nay misfortunes

Made me anew;

"Why I should sing this song

Out of my rue.